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[Vor IV. 


AGNES ADDISON. 


(Continued from page 162.) 


POOR Sibelia was inconsolable, 
and her husband seriously alarmed, ’till 
after some time of torturing suspense, 
the cares of her friends restored Agnes 
to life, and unlooked for, unthought of 
happiness. The next day, the follow-. 
ing particulars were briefly related to 
her by Mrs, Hamilton and her accom- 
plished Malcolm Henry. 

After parting with Agnes, Mr. 
Thompson and his sister proceeded, 
with melancholy hearts, to their wild 
and solitary abode; Sibelia sighed deep- 
ly, and Mr. Thompson seemed unusu- 
ally sad. ** You are very grave, Gilbert, 
has the idea of home become as terri- 
ble to youastome?” “Sibelia, you 
know not what I am suffering! my 
heart is torn with anxiety; and—but 
you are the last person I should com- 
plain to.” ‘* How, Gilbert! the last | 
person? Is this then your confidence 
in, your affection for, a once trusted, 
once beloved sister?” ‘** Do not re- 
proach me, my dear sister, { only with- 
hold my confidence that I may not in- 
volve you in my misery; nor do I de- 
serve any compassion from you; you, 
who——.” She threw her arms about 
his neck. »brother, my dear 
brother, do break your Sibelia’s 
heart, by talking in this manner. Oh' 
I liltle knew that you were unhappy, 
when I spoke.so provokingly to you 
yesterday ; 
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| amiable ; but your brother had no heart 


Henry, who is the cause of your unea- 
siness?” “ No, no, my dear girl, Mrs. 
Henry is indeed very lovely, and very 


to bestow long ere he saw her.” Here 
Mr. Thompson observed, that the boat- 
men were paying too much attention to 





I would rather have bit off 


their conversation ; and promised to re- 
lieve his sister’s anxiety by discov ering 
the cause of his wretchedness, when 
they were settled once more in their 


+dreary home. Sibelia’s heart throbbed 


with emotions of mingled pain and 
pleasure when the island appeared fulk : 
in view : there was the very spot where 
Edward had been rescued from de- 
struction ; there all the rude scenery 
he had so often admired; and there 
the venerable old church, surrounded 
by the ‘narrow cells” of the departed 
islanders ; and among them the simple 
white stone that marked the grave of 
|her parents. They now landed imme. 
diately below the church, and observ- 
ed a crowd of people gathered in the 
church yard, and distinctly heard loud 
lamentations, mingled with sighs and 
groans, ‘* What is the matter?” said 
Mr. ‘Thompson, turning hastily to the 
boatmen, ‘* who is dead, since [I left 
the island?” ‘Alas! Sir, donna ye 
ken what’s happened?” ** No, Robert, 
I do not, indeed; I hope my uncle is 
well.” ‘“ Yea, yea, Mr. Gilbert, ye’r 
uncle’s our weel; but the sweetest 
lamb in a’ Orkney, Miss Helen Mor- 
rison, the parson’s daughter, was laid 
this very day in the grave, and her in- 











my wicked tongue than have done it! 
but surely, Gilbert, it cannot be Mrs. 


event bairn beside her.” 








A thick 
mist swam before the eves of Mr. 
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claimed, *‘ My Father! have mercy; 
let thy thunderbolts fall, and crush me 
at once—murdered Helen! lost angel!” 
“ Murdered indeed !”—said Robert, 
‘though I kent the laird to be a proud 
hard-hearted man, I never thought he 
could hae carried his cruelty sae far.” 
‘The Laird, didst thou say? Oh! 
hoary hypocrite! if thou hast touched 
one hair of Helen Morrison’s head, 


neither thy white locks, nor the kindred | 


blood that flows in thy veins, shall 
shield thee from my speedy ven- 
geance !” Sibelia, petrified with terror 
and astonishment, grasped her broth- 
er’s arms. ‘“fAh! Gilbert! what would 
you do?” “Blood for blood! Sibelia ; 
perhaps the blood of Hamilton may 
call as loudly for vengeance, off, off! 
let me away!”’ She sunk tothe ground, 
from which she was raised by the wo- 
men who were collected about them 3 
and by her uncle’s order, carried to 
his house. He had now joined them. 
Mr. Thompson sprang to him, and 
holding his arm with the desperate 
grasp of madness, demanded “ his He- 


len Morrison! his wife! his child '” | 


Though the blood was almost starting 
from his uncle’s arm, he gazed with a 
steady and unaltered countenance on 
his distracted nephew. ‘‘ Your wife! 
vour child! Gilbert Thompson, who 
was your wife! where was your child?” 
“ Helen Morrison was my wife, mon- 
ster. Restore her to my arms.”—— 
‘* Madman! if Helen Morrison was 
your wife, I, even I, injured as I am 
by your base suspicions, and monstrous 
ingratitude, yes, I lament her death 
sincerely! but am I in the place of 
Omnipotence! have I the power over 
life and death?” =‘ Oh! what am I to 
think ? what am I to believe ?” groaned 
Mr. Thompson, releasing his uncle, 
and clasping his hands in agony. “ Be- 
lieve the evidence of your own senses, 
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Thompson ; he staggered, and would 
have fallen to the ground had not the 
boatmen supported him; but suddenly 
recovering, he raised himself, and ex- 


come, rash, unfortunate young man !— 
Insulted, wounded, as I am, I must 
pity, nay, forgive you. Every thing 
shall be done to soothe your mind, 
every justice to the memory of this 
unfortunate young lady, every thing for 
the comfort of her afflicted parents.” 
Old Mr. Mandeville had long acquired 
a fatal ascendency over the mind of his 
nephew ; which, in some instances, 
appeared like a magic spell, in which 
he had bound up his better judgment; 
and warped the feelings of his naturally 
generous and candid heart; he accept- 
ed his proffered arm, and walked with 
him to the house. ~ 
( To be continued, ) 


Et 6 Gee 
SINGULARITY OF MANNERS. 


There are few people of such mor- 


y |) tified pretensions, as patiently to ac- 


quiesce under the total neglect of man- 
kind: nay, so ambitious are most men 
of distinction, that they choose to be 
taken notice of, even for their absur- 
dities, rather than to be entirely over- 
looked, and lost in obscurity: and, if 
they despair of exciting the attention, 
of the world, by any brilliant or useful 
accomplishment, they will endeavor to 
gain it by some ridiculous peculiarity 
in their dress, their equipage, or ac- 
coutrements. Many persons may have 
read of a little foreigner who appeared 
daily in the streets of London, dressed 


‘in black, with a hat of an enormous di- 
| ameter, and a long roll of paper in his 


hand. His picturesque appearance 
tempted some artists to make an etch- 
ing of him, which was exhibited in 
every shop. I mention this personage, 
because his professed intention was 
“to attract the notice of the king, as be 
bad done that of bis subjects.” But we 


| see daily instances of the same kind. 
One man sports a paradoxical walking 
cane; another rises to fame by the 
shortness of his coat, the length of his 
pantaloons, or the multiplicity of capes 
on his shoulders, and the like efforts 
if they have not left you for ever! # of genius and invention. It would be 
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